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was a little weary as a result of simulating an
interest in things which mildly bored rpe and, like
Ingrid, I was inclined to be silent at tea. As the
father monopolised the conversation, nobody
noticed our deficiency in spirits. He spoke
authoritatively on the quality of furs from Rey-
kiavik while I covertly admired Ingrid's eyelashes
and tried to conceal my interest from Sigrid, who
sat on my left, facing her sister. The smouldering
hostility between the sisters was evident from the
tone and limits of their conversation.
When Ingrid left with her governess the room
seemed empty of interest, but Sigrid and her father
kept silence at bay. Sigrid's father was relating
how he had seen four monarchs together on the
balcony of the palace at Copenhagen. Sigrid's
mother I found easy to converse with, but her
melancholy was unfathomable. I then noticed
Sigrid looking at me keenly. She suggested a row
on the lake. There were waders to be found in the
wardrobe of my room.
I went upstairs to find a sweater. There was an
envelope on my pillow addressed to 'Shaun.' I
tore it open and read an exuberant scrawl:
Meet me in the linden wood midnight at the
troll hytte,   INGRID.
On the lake Sigrid was talkative.
"Do you think Ingrid is pretty?" she asked,
abruptly.
" Yes," I said.    " She's a pretty child."
"I think she's rather plain. Does she attract
you?"